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King. Well,let It ftrike. 

■Bar?. Why let it ftrike ? 

A^.Becarufetbat like a Tackethou keepft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging, a nd my meditation : 

I am not in the giving vaineto day. 
fft : • Why then refol ne me whether you will or no ? 
AT».Tut,tut,thpii troubled me, 1 am notin the vaine. £ AU 
- Bxc. Is it euen Co , rewards he my true feruice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made 1 him King for this ? 

0 let methinke on Haft tugs a nd begone 
To while my fearefull head is on. 

Enter S >r Francis T trrell. 

Tir. Thetyranous and bloody deed is done. 

The moil arch a& of pkious, malTacrc, 

That eueryet this land. was guilty of, 

D /gluo* and Forrefl whom I did iubborne, • 

1 o doe this ruthfuH piece of butchery. 

Although they were fleflitvillains,bloody dogs. 

Melting with tendernefle and eompaffion, 
weptlike twochildrenin their deaths fad ftories; 
lo thus quoth Dtghton lay theie tender babes. 

Thus, thus, quoth For reft girding one another 
W ithin theirinnocent alabaftcrarmes, 

Their lips like foure red Roles on a flalke, . 

When in there fummer beauty kill each other, 

Abooke of prayer on their pdlow lay. 

Which once quoth For reft almoft changd my mind* 

But Othediucil 1 there thevillaine ftopt, 

W hilft Digkton thus told, one we fmothered. 

The mod rf plenifht fweet worke of na.ure 
That from the prime Creation euer he framd, 

They could not lpeakc, and fo 1 left them both, 

To bring thefe 1 dings to the bloody King-, 

Enter King Richard. 

And here becomes. All haile my foueraignel.iege,’ 

K ttg. Kind Tsrrel, and 1 happy in thy news < 

7 >r- If co haue don> the thing yon gaue in charge 
Beget your h • pr> nolle, be happy then. 

Tot it 1 $ done my Lord. 




of Richard the Third* 

X^-Butdidft thou feethemdead ? 

Tir. I did my Lord. 

King* And buried gentle Tirrell ? 

Tir . The Ghaplaine of the Tower hath buried them .* 
But how or in what place 1 do not know. 

King’ Come to me 7 irrell foone a fter fu pper. 

And thou lhalt tell theprocefleof their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good 
And be inheritor of thy defire, -Exit Tirrell » 

Farewell till foone. . 

The fonne of Clarence hau6 Ipend vp dole. 

His daughter meanely haue I matchtio marriage. 

The Tons of Edward fieepein Abrahams bofome. 

And ^«»<?my wife hath bid the world goodnight ; 

Now for I know the Bnttsine Richmond aimes 
At young Elizabeth , my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot Iookes pfoudly ore therCrowne, . 

To her I goe A iolly thriuing wooer, Enter Catesbr < 
, Cat . My Lord. 

KingXood news, or bad, that thou commeft 'fo bluntly? 

Oh. B ad news my Lord, A/) is fled to Richmond 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the fie!d,and ltd l his power increafeth. 

King. She with Richmond troubles me more 
.Then Buckingham and hisrafli Ieueldarmy; 

Come I haue heard that fearefull commenting. 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay. 

Delay leads impotent andfiiale-paft beggery. 

Then fiery expedition be my v. ings, 

I one, Mercury, and Herald for a King: 

Come mufter men, my counfaile is my fliield. 

We muft bebriefe,when traytors braue the field, Exeunt* 
Enter Queene CWargret ft la. 

ftlxMar. So now prolperity begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 

Here in thefe confines fitly haue 1 lurkr. 

To w atch the waining of mine aduerfarics : 

A direinduclion am I witneffetoo. 

And willto France , hoping the confequence 
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